18                  ALFRED THE HAKPER

4 In stalked a warrior tall and rude,

Before the strong sea-kings :
" Ye lords and earls of Odin's brood,

Without a harper sings.
He seems .a simple man and poor,

But well he sounds the lay,
And well, ye Norseland chiefs, be sure

Will ye the song repay."

5.  In trod the bard with keen, cold look,

And glanced along the board,
That with the  shout  and war - cry
shook

Of many a Danish lord.
But thirty brows, inflamed and stern,

Soon bent on him their gaze,
While calm he gazed as if to learn

Who chief deserved his praise,

6.  Loud rang the harp, the minstrel's eye

Rolled fiercely round the throng ;
It seemed two crashing hosts were

nigh,
Whose shock aroused the song.